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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tz E following Odes are intended, with 


another very, lately publiſhed,* as fincere, 


! OY though feeble teſtimonies of reſpect to an 
Author, who ſucceſsfully adopted Delicacy 
of Reflection from the Roman, Sublimity of 


Expreſſion from the Grecian Lyriſt, and painted 
moral Senſibility from Nature, and himſelf. 


Cc 


* Ode Pindarica pro Cambriz Vatibus Latino Carmine reddita,—— 


1775. Matthews, Cambridge. 
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r V taſk the barbarous Seats to roam, 

** 

al 
* 


* 


Which reſtleſs Law * her Home, 


The boilin g Gownſman's mimic war, 


Is't not thy wiſh in Quiet lay d 
Beneath the broad Elm's ſocial ſhade, 
With Books Life 8 tumults to beguile, 
And idly lure the Muſe's ſmile ? 
8 | 1 


Full oft with ſtep devoid of care 


I bruſh the Dew, to meet the Fair, 
To meet her, ere Hurora's light, 


Nor quit her *mid the gloom of Night, 


2 


Where'er 1 fray, on ev'ry Hill 


Parnaſſus heights my Fancy fill 
Fertil of woods; I view below Ce” 


Each Stream an Aganippe flow. 


Gay-laughs the Spring, while I inhale 


(Gay-laugh the Nymphs) the m orning Gale, | 


(Nor mine inelegance of Smell) 


Breath'd from the Violet's filken Bell. 


Reclin'd upon the flow ring graſs 

I ſee the nimble Waters pals, 
Soft-chiding, as they weave their way, 
Each Pebble, wiſhing their delay. 2 


Theſe 


RY Theſe ſimple cares were wont to cheer 


* 


) | | 1 My Soul each happy, circling Vear, 
While purer flow'd the Weſtern hours, 
And Comfort wak'd the ſocial Pow'rs. 


Nor rural Leiſure mine to ſhun, 

True as the Flow'r, that wooes the Sun; 

(Though Tempeſts ſwell with churliſh rage, 
And Summer bend with Winter's Age) Em 


Whether inſpiring Labor's train 

His Car refreſhes Hill, and Plain, 

The Dawn while Eaſtern T racks-unfold, 
Array'd in Purple, and in Gold, 


His Orb T hail with watchful fight 
Benignant Prodigal of Light : 
Or if he paints in milder pride 
With flame his favor'd Calpe's fade, 


- How 


TT 
How faintly ſinks th'expirin g Ray, 
Till the laſt glimm'ring bluſh of Day 
The playful Clouds from Ether ſteal, 
Till Shades the verdant ſcene conceal. 


Oh | were my happier lot to ſhare 
(Dead to the world, and all its care) 
Such calm decline, ſuch peaceful doom, 
As ſmiles a welcome to the tomb! 


No, ſplendid God, thy mid-day blaze 


Too laviſh Charms for Me diſplays ; 
Baſk Thou, Olympus, in the Beam, 
Proud of the Light's Juxuriant Streams 
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ODE 


1 


O D E II. 
OUNTAIN of Tears, whoſe ſofter Mine 
Treaſures the Soul of ſource divine, 
He, pious Maid, is ever bleſs'd, 
Who feels thee flowing through his breaſt.* 


># 


JARENT of Roſes, from whoſe wing 
The infant Gales of Zephyr ſpring; 

Thy Breath, the Nurſe of fond Deſires, 

Thy Praiſe the Sylvan Train inſpires. 


Say in what cool, ſequeſter'd bow'r 
My Friend deceives the leiſure hour? 
Say! is the Lyre's ſweet Magic lay'd, 


Or charms it the Pierian ſhade? , 
C : His 
* The Title of Ode is hazarded to theſe four Lines, the Original, 


though very abbreviated, being exquiſitely marked with Sentiment and 
Expreſſion. | | " 


N 
52 
His richer Fancy wand'ring wide | 
*Yet heedleſs of the Claſſic Tide 
Chill'd by the Grove, of Alba's Boaſt, 


—Ev'n of the Man, he values moſt.” 


2 


To Faunus, and the Satyrs dear, 
Ye, whom proud Anio taught to fear, 
Rolling his ſtream the rocks along, 


Foreſts of Pine, attend my Song | 


Fam'd Tibur oft, and oft the ſhade, 

Where Friendſhip's foot enchanted ſtray d, 
Hills, Valleys, Streams have tun'd his name, 
While Echo ſwell'd the Notes of Fame. 


Ev'n Me the Naiads deign'd to view E. 
Etretch'd on the bank of gliſt'ning Dew, 
Where once the Lyric Bird would lave 


His pinions in the ſacred wave. 


Hark 1 


| * This Ode was written by Mr. Gray immediately after his Journey 
- - to Freſeati, and the Cgſcades of Tivoli.—Maſon. 


17 
Hark ! whit he ſweetly 'trills, the Wood 
Is Silence all, unmoy'd the Flood | | 
And till (the Muſe commands) his ſtrain 
The Laurels old, and Rocks retain. 


Nor wonder thus the Scenes inſpire 
Each Chord, that flutters on my Lyre; 
While Nature feels luxuriant Spring, 
She calls the meaneſt voice to ling. 


Wrapp'd in each Leaf (nor ill I deem) 
Still Phœbus ſheds th' enthuſiaſt Dream ; 
The Rills, the Breezes whiſper round, 


of more than mortal Sound. 


7 ol 


Accents 


H the Name, thou lov'ſt to grace, 
Religion of this aweful Place [ 


Pow'r divine, who deign'ſt to rove 


Theſe thy native Streams, and Grove! 


62 8-1 
Mid the Rocks, that frown on hign, 


Mark the preſent Deity | 
Mid rugged. Mountains, craggy Steeps, 


The Night of Woods, the Roar of Deeps! | 


Thy genial Charms eclipſe the gleam 


of Pbidian Art, of Citron* beam; 


Ruler of thy Votary's breaſt, 
Thine to ſooth his toil to reſt ! 


Fortune, from this envy'd Seat, 
Where Silence conſecrates Retreat, 
Wilt thou bar my willing Soul, 
Doom'd to Life's tempeſtuous roll? 


Seats, like Theſe, thou guardian Pow'r, 


Bleſs my Day's declining hour | 
Happieſt Wiſh! this Port to ſhare, 


Far from noiſe, and vulgar care.! 


* Orig.—Trabe citred. 
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On the Death of a favorite SPANIEL, 


[* Mr. WaryoLs had a little, fat, black Spaniel, that he was very fond of, which 
he ſometimes uſed to ſet down, and let it run by the Chaiſe-ſide. We were at that 
time in a very rough road, not two yards broad at moſt ; on one fide was a great wood of 
Pines, and on the other a vaſt Precipice; it was noon-day, and the Sun ſhone bright, 
when all of a ſudden, from the wood-ſide (which was as ſteep upwards, as the other part 
was downwards) out-ruſhed a great Wolf, came cloſe to the head of the horſes, ſeiſed the 
Dog by the throat, and ruſhed up the hill again with him in his mouth. This was done 
in leſs than a quarter of a Minute; we all ſaw it, and yet the Servants had not time to 
draw their piſtols, or do any thing to ſave the Dog, If he had not been there, and the 
Creature had thought fit to lay hold of one of the horſes ; Chaiſe, and we, and all muſt. 
inevitably have tumbled above fifty Fathoms perpendicular down the precipice,”] 


Maſon's Memoirs of Mr. Gray's Life, and Writings. 
—Letter 10th. 


HERE in lone grandeur to the. fight 


— 


Alps heave o er Alps, tremendous height, 
T he PAIR congenial roam; | 
—Ah! why the rugged Road to ſtray, 
To climb Ambition's narrow Way, 
Why quit your peaceful Home ? 


Do HERE 
fl ; 


1 
HERE Pines, ſtern Rulers of the Grove, 
With waving foreheads tow'r above, 
And cloſe the ſolemn Scene; 
THERE frowns the Precipice below 
The aching eyes no object know 
Th' unfathom'd Void to ſcreen, 


SOL in meridian glory bright 
Darts forth a richer ſtream of Light, 
WR the ſavage place: 
When ſudden from the ſhady Steep 
A Wolf (ev'n now the Tale I weep) 


The monſter of his race 


Springs furious——whence thy waſte of force? 


How poor, if Hunger urge thy courſe, 
The little Spaniel's Treat | 
—Oh | ſpare, the helpleſs Suppliant ſpare | 
Still let a Maſter's anxious care 


His faithful fondling greet ! 


489-1 


In vain—for deaf to Pity's cries | 
Forth to the Steep the Tyrant flies, 
And bears his yelping prey ; 
—Reſentment, check the Piſtol's Fire 
He's fled 
To ſtop the Lightning's Sway | 


what wiſhes would conſpire 


Thus oft in Health's ſerener Spring, 
The frolic Spirits on the wing 
For Pleaſure's varying Joys, 
Mlisfortune leers, a jealous fiend, 
A Favorite firſt, at laſt a FRIEND, 
(That happieſt Boon) deſtroys, 


Yet oh | ill-fated Spaniel, hear 
A Maſter's figh, a Maſter's tear, 
That drops upon thy grave! 
Pattern of Conſtancy, and Truth, 
Whoſe Life could cheer his earlier Youth, 
Whoſe Death 515 Life could fave! 
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